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| ver, and the airy spear-grass had 
ST. HERBERT ; concealed it. He pursued it, how- 

OR, THE || ever, and found it to terminate 
VICTIMS OF PREJUDICE. | 2t? shattered gate that stood in 
s high stone wall of ancient struc- 
| ture, and over which elambered 

T; 1B sun was verging toward | wild grapes, and honey-suck!esin 
the empurpled horizon, and the |’ profusion ; sand having with much 
evening winds had already un. | difficulty raised its rusty latch, he 
iolded their dewy wings, when | entered, and passed down a slope, 
the weary Albudor entered the | through a long vista of tall cedars, 
forest, within whose gloomy con- i to an extensive garden. On the 
fines he hoped to find his solitary || one hand rana clear brook over 
Caroline, who, fleeing from the | some marble figures that had 
tigours of parental authority, had || once been gay tothe sight. but 
taken up her residence with an || now lay in ruins, while shrubs 
aged nun of Montreal, in this wil- || and flowers, wildly mingling 
derness. He hesitated some time | their luxuriance on either margin, 
what course to take. for he had painted the fanciful water with a 
lelt the beaten road, and saw no |! thousand charming colours ; on 
traces of a footstep, save where ithe other side a verdant lawn 
the hungry buffaloe had wander- || was decorated by a variety of 
ed to browze. Fear smote his || trees, formed into little clumps, 
heart, and he had half determin- || with seats of turf beneath them, 
ed to return, when he deseried, at |} and nearly in the midst of the 
alittle distance, something that || square stood a lofty grove of fir. 
resembled a path; it had been || Struck with its solitary air, ke 
one once, but it wasso long since | approached it, and found that it 
human foot had marked its shaded a small summer-house, 
yellow dust, thet the purple clo- ‘that once was elegant, bat the bu- 
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Sv tooth of time a .d fretted away 
nought but 





ts beauty, and left 


“ ruins of grandeur ; the roof 
joined at the bottom bya low 
brlustrade. round which some tan- 

and tte 


pavement was of white marble: 


cled everyreens clung, 


an old blue damask sopha rested 
itze'f against one sife of the build- 
ing, and opposite to it stood a 
harpsichord, grey with dust, with 
a chtir before it, wh le in one of 
toe arches, upon the railing, were 
pliced two large jars of porphy- 
filled with rose bushes. 

The awakened curiosity of Al. 
dudor would not permit him to 
tarry, but with hasty steps he 
passed through the garden, and 
upon Opening a small gate, a large 
Stone building with grated win- 
dows, and a magnificent portico, 
that partly held up the roof, barst 
wpon his view; it was surround- 
e’ by a deep wood, whose tall 
no lding a“ seemed to mingle 

1 the skies, and cast a mourn- 
fui gloom upon the moist green 
that environed the mansion; the 
winds hummed through the broad 
doors slowly 
turning, moaned upon their hin- 
ges; 


pt rched upon the balcony, 


chinks, and the 
while the clamourous qiai!, 
inter. 
rupted at intervals-the unsccial si. 


lence. A’budor paused at the 


cate, his heart chilled with irre. } 


ry 
i! 
| 


was supported by eight arches | 








solution, and he was jast going to 





= 


return, whena heavy grown struc 
started, and turnin 
beheld an ol 


his exr—he 
his eyes around, 
man come out of the woud, who 
| supporting himself upon a staf 
tremblingly erosset the green, an 
seated himse!f upon a stone oppo. 
his gaze qq 
one ci the upper windows, and 
Again, Oh thoy 
is thy visitor com 
s the 


site the house, fixed 


exclaimed— . 
solitary prisen, 


to break 
silencein which thou 


with wailin_ cullen 
art embo. 
somed ; again do his fruitless tean 
moisten thy tufted sods: once 
indeed, [ could fil thy forest with 
the mellifluous warblings of my 
flute, aud lt only pressed this ver. 
dure to be gay ; but then my 
Louisa was—her beauty made 
thee ever charming, and her inno. 
cence inade me ever cheerful. 0 
transient days of rapture!” He 
drew a long sigh, and covered 
his face with his hands, The 
heart of Aibudor was sensibly 
touched with sorrow, and ap 
proaching the old man, ** Unfor. 


tunate sage, (said he) are the woeil 


of thy bosum too weighty to at 
mit of alleviation, that thou thu 
abandonest thyself to despair ” 

Alas, my son,” replied the olf 
man, lcoking up, “ few live: 
have been more devoted to affflic- 








tion than mine; but I only grieve 
I do not despair ; the indulgence 
of our grief: softens them, bul 
despair hath no solace.” He pal 


sed awhile, and then adaed- 
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Come my son, condact an infirm 
old hermit: to his cell, and he 
will there recite his whole sad 
h story.” 
and leaning on Albudor’s arm, 
passed with him along a narrow 


path to his cottage. 


Se saying, he rose, 


After the family (which con- 
sisted of an old mulatto and his 
daughter) had retired to rest, the 
old nan, seating himself apona 
gof., placed Albudor by his side, 
his hand, said—* My 
son, curiosity is a fault which ho- | 


and takin 


Man nature cannot rectify. I 
know you are desirous of hearing | 


887 





averse = seer = 


jptotins guily, near sun set, thro’ 
| 





, an obscure street in search of ad- 
| ventures, | thought (as I p.ssed a 
neat brick building) that I feit 


ine some drops of water falling on 


! : Tlooked up, and perceived 
! that ens came from the hand of 
la most beautiful girl, who was 





| like, picked Up, 


my tale, and therefore, instead of 


devoting this night to sleep, I 
will dedicate it to you My name 
is St. Herbert—I was born in the 
grand city of New-Yo: k—of«ffie- 
ent parents, and was the youngest 
of eleven children. My edacation 
was such as might be expected 
from people in our station, for af. 
ter having received all the litera- 
ry assistance that our best semi- 
naries could afford me, I was sent 
to Europe to perfect my studies. 


The scenes I there passed thro’ 
were such as I suppose most tra- 
vellers with: I will not 
therefore enter into a detail of 
them ; but proceed to that peri- | 
od of my life, which is far more | 
interc sting. 


meet 


I had been returned to my na- 
tive city about a fortnight, when 


! 
| 
| many that the world called un. 


| sprinkling some flowers which 
| Stood in the second story window. 
She blashed. and asked my par- 
| don, and in her confusion drop. 
ioe a glove, which I, cavalier. 
and ran up the 
I stoop with, intending to give it 
to one of the sery nts, iut her 
| pretty feet had borne her to the 
| door swift as flight, to meet me, 
“and repeat her apologies. New 
were the throbs that hurr'ed thro? 
'my heart—I hed never seen such 
 fovelinéss before—I had traversed 
| the luxuriant provinces of France, 
and the fertile plains of Austria, 
| IT had passed through Italy, Spain, 
and Great Britain, and had min. 
| gled in circles of the most fashion. 


Ww? 


able females, among whom were 


paralelled : I had admired, bat 1 


never loved till now. 


I stood looking at her longer 





| than politeness approved ; her 
i large black eyes, so sweet, so ex. 
| pressive, rivetted my gaze, and 


| 


| 
{ 


| 
{ 


msthatI had 
read of, and laughed et as ideal, 
in’ her. 
7 ser 

I perceived her 


all the external charm 


'{ now found realized 
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embartassment, I bo ved, and de- 
parted. I had scarcely arrived | 
home, when my father desired |! 
to speak to me in his study. My |. 
boy. said he, as I seated myself, 
although you are the youngest of | 
ny children, you know that you | 
are my chief pride. [| have spar- | 
ed no pains to render yoo com. |, 
} | 


pietely accomp!'s. ed, and havea | 
genteel annuity laid up for you, | 
while your brothers will be under | 
the necessity of providing partly | 
for themselves ; since then I have | 
been such a kind parent to you, | 
Iam sure you will not refuse me | 
one small request. He paused a | 
minute, and then adted,—I wish | 
you to marry, and have chosen | 
for your partner, the fair daugh- | 
ter of my friend Bentley. 


Overwhelmed with surprize | 
and grief, I overed my face with | 
my handkerchief, and stood mo. | 
tionless, Why this silence? de- | 
manded my father, can my dar. | 
ling soo hesitate to comply with 
my desires? Oh, my beloved, 
my honoured father, exclaimed [, 


dropping on my knees before him, 
and clasping my hands, had you 
made this proposal yesterday, I 
had embraced it with rapture, | 
delighted that [ had it in ry. 
power to glid the heart o° so | 





good a purert, but to day. — What 


of to-day ? inserrnptea he, sternly. | 
Alas, replied I, to Gay [ must pot | 
dispose of myself. And have you 











= —_ ————— er 


dared to marry without my con. 


7 ’ 
‘sent? said he, radely pushing me 


from him. No, hononred sr, re. 
plied I, but a fair stranger hag 
this day made me her captive, 
and unless I possess her, life will 
no lon er be desirab’e He sross 
without spesking. and traversed 
the room forsomne time, with his 
atms folded, and his eyes cast 
down. [ thought I perceived a 
tear like moistace upon his cheek, 
George, said he, at length. you 
have frustrated one of my most 
pleasing desigrs: yet I have such 
a desire for your happiness, that 
I forgive vou. He passed his hand 
over his eyes. Go, then, added 
he, nd find out who this fair 
stranger is, and if she meets with 
my approbation, she shall be 
yours, if there i3 a possibility of 
obtaining her. I left my humble 
station, and kissed his aged hand, 
then, stimulated by love, I dart- 
ed away, in search of my enchan. 
trers. 


I had not gone far, when, te 
my great surprize and jry, I met 
her, and foregoing all ceremony, I 
addressed her, and told her that I 
had some particular information 
to impart, pressing her to return 
home for a few moments, While 
I was speaking, I observed that 
she looked very melancholy, and 
sighed several times ; however, I 
sueceeded, and when we had en- 
tered a sinall parlour at her house, 
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told her as much of my history 
as concerned her. Ah, me. sizh- 
ed she, as I concluded, 1 amina 
worse condition than you, for my 
uncle is determined to unite me 
witha man whorn [ utterly de- 
test, and death would be far more 
desirable than such a connexion. 
Oh, tell me your name. charm- 
ing gir! said I, that I may in. 


form my father ; he has e uguence, | 
| of the utmost disde iN—poor, un- 


and may dissuad uncic 


from his cruel purpose. 


yonr 


At that instont her uncle en- 
tered. I mate him a profound 
reverence returned 
with a sulky nod, and passed 
through the room, saying, as he 
went, Louisa, follow me directly, 
I want you, She cast a sarrow- 
fui glance at me, and rose, when 
I pressed her yielding hand to my 
lips,ani withdrew. As I quitted 
the porch, I perceived an old man 
standing at the gate of the next 
house. My friend, said I, can 
you tell me who is the young Ia- 
dy that lives in the house I have 
just left. Yes, sir, returned he, 
it is Miss Howard, she lives with 
her uncle Maurisson, an ugly, 
eross old ellow, who is beloved 
by nobody. J] put a guinea into 
his hand, and flew hcme, with a 
high beating heart of joy, for I 
had rearon tothink that I was 
not indifferent to her I loved, and 
I flattered myself that my father’s 
rerpectability weuld procure the 


which he 





uncle’s consent. Oh, my deat 


| father, said I, as I entered bis 
;Foom, wild with transport, the 


/ mame of my love is Yewoerd. 


' Howard ! reitterated’he. in a tone 
' of voice, that culled every smile 
| from and 
she reside ? 


my fsce—Howard ! 
with whom does 
With her uncle, Mr. Maurisson, 
I answered. Puor fool, said he, 


rising, and casting g lovuk at me 


_ feeling soul, to fix your «ffections 

; Upon that giri. Maurissom, an 

! — — . 

! old capricious villain, the veriest 
enemy | have in the world ; pause 

on what I say, George ; if you 


resolve to love her, I wil! rend 





,you from my heart—I will de. 
| spise you. Go to her, and be 
| miserable. 
(Te be Continued. ) 
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EDMORIN AND ELLA. 


AN EASTERN TALE, 


WHILE India was yet an im. 
measurable jorest, und her dia- 
monds luy undisturbed in the 
mine by the drudgery of Europe. 
an avarice,a tribe of natives had 
fixed their residence on the side of 
the coast, where the trees agree- 
ably admitted the summer breezes. 
| Of these Kdmeorin was sovereign. 
| Beyond a ridge of mountains ex- 
| tending to the South were situa- 
with whom 











| 
‘ted another clan, 





| Edmorip and his people were at 
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“imorin however. was 


the farimy of his subjects, and be 
lo ed by all; his humanity was 
unbounded, his knowledge un- 
comimon, and his activity sur- 
prs og. His arrows were often 
known to soar out of his sight, 
even till they seemed to lodge 
in tie bosom of the clouds: his 
gpee! surpassed the rapidity of 
the rein-ceer; and the propor- 
tiors of his person were exact and 
graceiul as the growth of the Ce- 
dar 


as the morning, and his charity 


His manners were as mild 


w:rin us the noon of day. He 
governed ins people with gentle- 
ness, and invent d, upon vians of 
his own constraction, new instru- 
ments fur the use of war, and 


Nev | 


vctts and games for the en- 


tt ato cut and exercise of Leace 


W t 62e Bark ut cae fir, ana “ie 
ride che vagesi tress, be form. 
ey aienier st é, and conirived 
teu fis hi vith such dexterity 


' 


IN wie stingy, as ecabled it to jill 


ar th Best Muri 
Fdmoria was ena~moured of so- 
litude: his mind. though weither 


4 
prs eq by e'vcation. mor en- 


P. 1 oy exprrience, enjoyed 
@ontour-lref;.ement. ard a SU pe 
ieciiv to thio. subjetts, 
Tie would so netimes delight to 


sequ ser Wisuself in the deepest 
retire f ots bowers, and ap- 
pene auwoesly 4esirous to ex 


the hidden mysteriss of na 








ak IB i 


ture. At length, however, his 


spirits suddenly forsook him, and 


his mind became melancholy ; 
his eyes, that had wont to be 
the sparkling intelligencers of the 
felicity of his soul, were clouded 
with care, and his brow contract- 
ed into gloomy wrinkles. He 


‘did not love solitude less than be- 


fore, but he found that solitude 
had less charms to afford him ; 
he often would cast his eyes a- 
round him, and ask hiimseif, in 
the of despondence, 
‘“ wherefore he felt himself un. 


moment 


quiet ??? and sometimes, rebuking 
his own discontent, would ex- 
claim, “ On, Edmorin, wherefore 
dost thou repine? art thou net 
the sovereign of a thousand snb- 
jects, who are loaded with ar- 
rows to preerve thy hfe ? Dost 
thou not see the savage of thy 
woods enjoy content ? why then 


dost thou sigh ? Alas! ~7 am 


weary of myself: certainly soli- 


sion: I will seek 


tude has occasioned my depres. 
an instant relief 


: @ 1oOtu 29 
in SOCi€Ly e 


Amone those whom Edmorin 


indulged with particular tokens 


| of bis regard, was an Iidian sage, 


« 


, was a philosopher of nature 


“amor. He 
end 


had acquired his knowlec-e by 


whose name was 


‘an unaided applieation to her 


He was one whom the 


re ucded 


laws. 


Fdmorines universaliy 


;as aman, whom the angel of 
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death had spared in pity to them- | 
selves; his maxims were consid-_ 


ered as invariable, his sentiments 
were l.eld in the hizhest venera 
tion. 
confidence of the prince, who, at 


the death of Isdabel his father, | 


had taken the charge of his edu 


He had been long in the | 


tress”? The hoary sage had long 
studied the temper of his prince, 
and was intimately skilled in the 
character of man: he regarded 
Edmorin with a look of observa- 
tion and soon penetrated into the 
cause of his distemper ; and with- 
Out any servilities of prostration, 





thus addresved him, in the lan- 
guage of simplicity and truth :— 





cation; (sech as at that early | 


time could be given ) Edmerin 


we 


EO 


therefore felt towards him much 


“ + he ¢ Ie » ahi 
ef the reverence and duty of a Let the anguish of my child 


| be dissipated. and the burthen of 


child ; and Ramor, on the other 
hand, united anequal degree of the 
affection of the parent, with the || 
loyaity of the subject. 


sorrow removed from his bosom ; 


= 


for if the voice of his servant Ra- 
mor is regarded, and the wisdom 
of his instructions followed, Ed- 
morin shall be happy. 


hits pees eG ee 
eit Daneman ora 


To Ramor therefore he commu- 
nicated his uneasiness, and dis- 
closed the manner in which he 
felt himself affected: “ I am 
miserable (said he, sighing), yet 
know not why; the verdure of 
the spring, and the glow of the 
summer, have lost their ellure- | hat to: that eit abe te 
ments; I have no longer any | 
delight to glide along the rivers | 
in my canoe, to stick the plumes | 
of victory in my brow, or with 
my dart pursue the chase. Iam | 
wretched, amongst the | 
sprightliest of the women, nor re- | 


; 


Thou complainest, my son, 
that the novelty of life is over, 
and that from the variety of na- 
ture, thou no longer can find re. 


pose. To what cause therefore 





can thy inguietude be ascribed, 
the 
bowers of paradie could intro- 





Nee 


duce anxiety ; to the want of an 


™ 


2 Ss a ae 
<2 al iaglnonwland Aalto ea re aa 


wr, See 


eleyant and virtuous companion 


of thy throne aud bosom.” 


bg 


Pere ap nraeten ee 


Ramor, answered the prince 
hastily, while his cheek became 


eyen 


gard, as usual, their dalliances te endamasked with deeper blushes, 





my heart i, lightened, and I feel 
Iam 
displeased with myself, that my 


please, or their solicitude to charm 

—all is tasteless : | amsick with |! the cause of my disorder. 
solitude, yet have no relish for | 
society ; something is surely want | sensibility did not before point out 


thee | 


ing to my felicity. To to me. aod remove the reason— 
have flown from myself and do 


ah- ., o80f se 
sO cieresore 


the purity of love, ] see, i- neces. 


sary to the happiness of a king.” 





{ 
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It is necessary not * only to the | with vehemence, lest it should 
happiness of aking. but of his sub. |, elude bim, by sheltering in the 
joe's. rejoined Rawor, and indeed i termtories of Zimber. The ani- 
of every human individual But {; ms! was just bounding up the 
ny son must distinguish between i brow oi the fils, when the prince 
the incemperance of desire, and , discharged hisarrow. but by -ome 
the ardour of an elegant pession. f Incans or another, without :ue- 
Gothen, my sovereiga, consider | cess, and his game in the next ine 
this, and be happy. Let chine F stant reached the summ': and 
@y*s rove among the servants |! sprung out of sight. Feémorin 
wom thou commandest, and thy |) was just about to turn among the 
reason shail soon extol one tothy :' covert of his woods, wheo his 
bosom, to whom nature has been 7 ears was suadenly startled by a 
kind, and virtue affectionate.”” ;: shriek tinat intimated distr:ss Fie 
| | Stopped, anu found that the voice 


The effect of these arguments .s proceeded from the other sid of 


‘ = . 1} : e +. i 
were visible in the countenance | the mountains; and that winch 


of the prince; his features be- \ he had too much honour to do 
from the mere spirit of sport, he 


had too much hamanity to veg- 


came more animated, and his air 
dre vivacious and inthe warmth 
of his gratitude and hope, he could } lect, when he might relieve the 
not forbear embracing the sage in | wretched, 

his arms, whom he left with an 4 
assurance of o serving his coun- |; 





(Conclusion ne t week.) 


sel, and of indulging his eyes on |: 
such objects as was most likely 


| 
to engige his heart. | For the Weekly Visitor. 
' 





IIe who looks to love, and 
love with honour, will soon find |} 
an objeet worthy his regard ; and || 


ALCAN DER TO FLIZA. 


'TI> half past four, and a dead 
it was not long before Edinorin ‘|! silence reigns, save yelling watch. 
became anamoured of maiden ex-., clogs, and the distant waves. 
celience. He-was oneday pursu- Now from this hated town, buri- 
Ing alone an elk, which he had ' ed in smoke, and fiiled with va- 
aroused from a greve of spices ; } pors dank, (while yet the ‘airy 
when, perceiving it take towards |! Eifin holds her nocturnal revels) 
the mountains, (which were ine ' fain would 1 wander, would the 
prelimenary boundaries of his fates permit it, o’er Cewey fields 
sovergignty,) he pressed onwards r and landscapes, deckea with fluw- 
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ers, where odors breathe, and my 
Eliza dwells ; here hand in hand 
with rapture would we rove, and 
taste the freshness of the rising 
morn. And as we onward tript, 
with airy feet, brushing the dew- 
drops from the bending grass, as- 
eend some eminence, and there 
survey the toweirng hills and 
vallies, clad in green. Here would 
we seat us on the flowery turf, 
where zephyrs fan their love-in- 
spiring gales, and, wraptin sweet- 
ly pleasing thoughts, by their 
soft influence wouid Eliza lesen, 
and fondly listen to Alcander’s 
tale, A 


ed 
eeamnmenanal 
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ALBERT AND LAVINIA, 


* <* * THE vessel had anchor- 
edin the bay, and Lavinia was 
impatient to get onshore; her 
friends, she knew, were cxpect- 
ing her. Albert, a passengef in 
the same vessel with’ Lavinia, 
an amiable character, immediate- 


ly stepped forth to assist her. - 


He got first in the boat to receive 
the fair-one as she descended— 
Oh! how are our dearest expect- 
ations crossed—What we often 
fond!y picture as within our grasp 


isin a moment hurled from our | 


reach—So it was; cruel fate had 
decreed that Lavinia shouid no 


2 eems eee < 


——-* 











more behold her friends in thig 
worli—As she was proceeding 
down the ladder, she missed a 
step—if the boat had received 
her, all had yet been weil—but 
she was to combat with the 
waves—She instantly disappear- 
ed—-The generoug youth did not 
hesitate ; he plunged after her— 
and they hoth were never seen 
more. 


Unfortunate Albert-—he was 
on the eve of caressiag a fond an 
aged father, that lived only for 
hissake. Mr. Saddington greatly 
loved his son, and well he might, 
for he was the only one that re- 
lentless death had hitherto ,spa- 
red—The others, that tyrant of 
the human race had long since 
levelled with the dust—But Al- 
bert had nobiy fallen. 


The father of Albert had got 
together his friends, tu greet his 
son on his arrival. Albert had 
sent word that he would dine 
there—They were all assembled 
waiting his coming. To beguile 
the leaaden moments, Mr. Sad- 
dington desired his brother to 
read for the company in some of 
the books'thea lying on the table. 
He took up one, several pages of 
the heginning were \ anting. It 
was an old romance—he be. 
gan :— 


“ Unaccountable as you may 
think it—it is no legs true—1 pro. 
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eeeded on my way through the 
gavern, and ascended several steps, 
A lisht glicomere 1 before me—! 
fousd it proceeded from a rvom, 
the door of which was nearly clo- 
sed. | stopped to voserve whe. 
ther the person I had followed in 
to this subterraneous abode, had 
gotin here. Through the open. 
ing of the door I siw a table, on 
for 


Which stood a lamp, dying 


want ofvil. A person was lean 
ing on one end of the table. rest- 
ing his head on lis h:nd—The 
ainp fluttered, dwindled away— 
and again the flame brightened 
up. The person raised his eyes 
from the fluor—eyes did I say ? 
No—he raised his head, and I be- 
heid—a spectre—my frame tot- 
tered —and | feil senseless in the 


%’”? 


socom 





Herea knocking at the door, 
hindered the reader from going 
witha 


on—-7A servant entered 


etter which he said was brought 


vor 


—_ 


from the vessel. Mr. Saddington 
esired his brother to read it to 
he company, that they all might 
be cq tinted with the cause 


ef A'bert’s delay 


& 


o 





Sir, 

“ The disavreeable office de- 
wolves upon me, of informing you 
that yourson the ainiable Al bert, 
is co more—"e perished within 
these few uuiutes, in attempting 


Jy from the 
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The attention of the company 
was now called to Mr. Suadding- 
ton, who, while bis brother was 
reiding the Capt’s, letter, had 


every meins to reeover him, Af. 
ter s3me minutes he opened his 
eyes ; but seemed to have totally 
forgotten every one round bim, 
im inediately 
sent for; before he arrived he 
last sigh had escaped him. 
Lorenzo, 


ee 
UNEXAMPLED CRUELTY. 


THEY were seated at the ta. 
ble ; the company was compo. 
sed of Monsieur De Pierpont, his 
daughter, and her aunt ; Thanks 
be to ‘.eiven,” said he, “that J 
have live! to behold this day, it 
commences my eightieth year ; 
I am extremely happy that I still 








! amply 


enjoy the company of a daughter, 


|, andthat we live under a repup- 


| lican government: though every 


thing is scarce, my fortune is 
sufficient to 


from want. “ Ah my father!” 


| said Lucilla, * while you are hap- 


py i shail be so too !” 

She would have said more, but 
was hindered by the coor open- 
ing, and a party of soldiers enter- 
ho immediately laid hold 
e hegged theit 


ing, 
of the old man. 
reascns for doing $v, and was ak 


ensure us 








hi 
of 
€x 


shi 








THE WEEKLY 








—~- 


to instantexe ution Lucilla asked 
with tears, who was the accuser. 
Tae officer repl ed that Robespiere 
“ Then 
there is no hope,” returned she, 


bai decreed him a traitor 


but | will follow to support him, 
for he is anable to walk alone,” 
She did so; They arrived at the 
Place de la Revolution, This un- 
happy object of the 
of Robespiere was tied to the 
stood by 


weeping. She was so iciting his 


tyrann vy 


plank ; his daughter 
blessing, and wished she could 
leave the world with him. 


Her aged father had just im- 
parted to her what she wanted, 
offered up a short prayer to 
Heaven, protested his innocence 
ofthe crime laid to his charge, 
when news arrived at the scaffold 
thatshe must also prepare for death 
She listened with pleasure to the 
intelligence, and the tear of joy 
glistened on her cheek ; She had 
her wishes She 
turned round to take a last em- 


accomplished. 


bra-e of her father; but alas ! be- | 


held a headless trunk. Agents 


of Satan! Strangers to pity !” | 


exciaimed Lucilla ; “ are French- 
men become deviis in 


shape” They bouud her so tight | 


to the plank that she fainted, and 


recovered—in iieaven. 


ALONSO. 


awered that he conspired against | 
the Repurlic and was to be fed | 
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THEATRICAL. 


On Monday evening, the ope- 
ra ofthe Mountaineers was pre- 
sented for the? first time this 
scason, to a very respectable 
The part of Octa- 
vian by Mr. Cooper. Although 


audience. 


I do not intend making any ob- 
servations on the piece itself, 
or cavilling at the critiques of 
yet I cannot refrain 
from questioning one position 
laid down by Mrs. Inchbald, in 
remarks on this 


others, 


her critical 
piay ; which is, that to Kemble 
alone, in the character of Octa- 
vion, must we ascribe its claim 
to attention. Notwithstanding 
the high and merited praise 
which adorns this lady, both as 
an author and a critic, I humbly 
dare dispute this assertion. That 
Mr. Cooperin Octavian, Is not 
inferior to Mr. Kemble, is a fact 
ho argument to 
prove ; for if we are to place 
any confidence in the Theatrical 
reviews of the present day in 
England, we must believe that 
Mr. Cooper is quite equal to 
Itis in such parts as Oc- 


which reeds 


him. 
tavian, that our 4mericaen Ree- 
ctus displays his principal exe 
cellence—those wonderful pow- 
ers of declamation and feature, 
so well known, and so scnsibly 
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fut. i ce vartuus and frequent | Bu caciu diuley received am, 


trausitions from: madness to 


complicence, from sorrow to 
joy. from ‘hate to love, requi- 
all those nice powers of discri- 
Twination, that command of fea- 
ture, and correctness of expres 
sion, which we seldom mect 
with, but which are peculiar to 
the talentsof Mr. Cooper. Thro’ 
the whole of his performance 
this evening, he was majestic. 
forcible, andenergetic. But it 
was at the meeting with F oran- 
the. where the recoilection ol 
her features drove him almost 
to distraction, taat Mr. Cooper 
attuined the zenich of his cx.el 
lence. The passions which al- 
ternately actuated his breast, 
astonishment, despair, anguish, 
aud joy, were pourtrayed with a 
masterly hand, and the empha- 
tic expression of the woe-be- 
gone lover, “ rt thau then 
mine ?? was delivered witha 
patios, productive of an effect 
upon the audience which sur- 
passed all powers of description 
—it was felt, but it cannot be 
described. To dwell upon the 
particular beauties of Mr. Coop- 
per’s performance of Octavian, 
would be only to repeat what 
has been so often and so justly 
said before—-suffice it then to 
say, that he performed it with 
his usual excellence. 

Mr. Hilson in Sadi was all the 
intended, or an audai- 


author 
ence could wish. 











ple justice from Mr. Doyle, who 
notwithstanding lis late sick- 
ness, and consequent debility, 
was, nevertheless, enabled to 
give the passionate m nssulman 
atl the cnerpy of force, and the 
fond father al the soltness they 
required. 

Robertson’s Roque was given 
in his usual style ; tne old sol- 
suldier met with deserved atten- 
ion from his representative, 
and weil merited applause from 


ine audience. 


Mrs. Claude, in Floranthe, 
was as good as we could expect. 
Mrs. Stanley, in Zorayda, ap- 
peared to mucu advantage ; noF 
Was the faithful Agnes deficient 
elther in spirit or correctness. 


The laughable farce of the 
Apprentice, kept the audience 
i a Continual roar of “ edsire- 
Dick, in 
the hands of Mr. Hilson, almost 
forced “laughter io burst its 
Like that of Twaits, 
( vhose place he wi.i amply fill) 
hiscounteuancc alone precludes 
the possibiiity of scriousness. 


fierous merriment,’’ 


sides.”’ 


From the specimens of his com- 
ic powers, given us before, we 
were led to believe that the ar- 
duous part of Dick would 1.ot 
materially suffer in his hands— 
but he so furexceeded moderaté 

xcellence, and indeed so pro- 
fusely contributed to the hu- 
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mour oi th< pleec, Laat the Glacl 


dramaiis fersong® excited, com- 


uratively, but little attention. | 
Pp 5 
lthink we cun fuiriy venture to | 


pronouuce, from the p rtorme | 


ance of this cvening, and also {! 
from former ones, that this | 
youns gentleman, “ edventur- 


‘ o a d 5° 
tnx bravely fur d-amatic jare, 


is possessed of superior abill- 
ties, and with attention will soon 
become a first-rate comic ¢e- 


nius. Even now, at the com- 
mencement of his theatrical ca- 
reer, he would suffer by acom- 


parison with none. 


On Wednesday evening was 


faction of a thronged house, 
Shakspeare’s Tragedy of Ro- 
meo and Juiiet. 
tation was in general spirited 
and correct, although there were 
which 
critical nicety could not easily 
tolerate. 


some few deficiences 


Mr. Cooper's whoie perform- 
ance of Romeo wus admirable. 
He has evidentiy much improv- 
ed in his representation of this 
character, by his trans-atlantic 
excursions 


A Miss Gordon, from En- 
gland, made her d-éuf on our 
boards, in the part ofJulict. Her 
reception was extremely flat- 
tering, and such as contributed 
ina great measure to do away 





: this 








that tear watch she tel, and 


| which is the natural attendant 


Her fic- 


ure is elegant, and far from be- 


of a first appearence. 


ing fetile—aer voice clear and 
powerful, and her eye dark and 


expressive. She gave may 


‘points with great effect, aid 


some entirely new. Though a 


want of spirit and confidence 


| was manifest in some instances, 
| we must ascribe it solely to the 
| novelty of her situation, and con- 
| sidering it as a first appearances 
| we must not form our judgment 


according to tle rigid rules of 
criticism. Partiality to a no- 


' vice on our theatre, a stranger 
performed to the no small suuis- +: 


in our land, and a female, if not 


| commendable, is at least a veni« 
| el crime, for 
The represen- ! 


“ Censure, though just, would damp 
esch ardent mind, 

As beds are blasted by the eastera 
wind; 


| While mid indulgenee gives young 


merit power, 
As wermest suns disclose the fulded 
fi.wer”™ 


During the whole of her per- 
formance MissGordon was highe 
ly interesting. The limits of 
communication will not 
permit me to particularize, yet 
I cannot avoid mentioning one 
instance, where the ferhos and 
energy with which she delivered 
the soliloquy in the third scene 
ofthe fourth act, was of ana- 
ture to touch every heart, and 


would nothave suffered by a 
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comparison with the most ex- | 


perienced tragedian of the day. 


In the dying scene also, she 
was truly great; it was as chaste 
a peice of acting as we have 
ever seen, and never was aa 
audience more visibly affected 
by the “ art and cunning of the 
scene” thanwaus that of Wed- 
nesday évening, at the exqu! 
sitely pathetic performance cf 
this young lady i the last act 
Upon the whole, when we con- 
nect the charms of personal 


beauty, with judicious actin 


md ’ 
and view both as iving ad- 
ditional lustre f the engra- 
Tring cI ig tH rn ;est nr zs 
> ‘Ss — iffus dil F 
hension, we canno ID assert- 

, ? rr rr 
ing that the Ju t of Miss Gor- 


miration. 


Mrs. Oldmixoen | 


s3] tt sf mos ry 
was guilty of a most glarin 


an 


violation of Shakspeare’s fun- 
damental rule of playing, in so 


‘ 


grossly “ overstenpine the mo- 
desty of nature.” VVe were as- 
tonished, that an actress ef her 

e judgment, and who 
is always correct, should pre- 
sent a character, intended by 
the author but as a tattling, lo- 
quacious, though trusty servant, 
with the disgusting accompani- 
ment of meretrici: 


> TUNA Pe 


Mr. Simpsen’s Mercutio d 








notin the least detract ir na 
his former reputation, as k ile 


ful ad judicious performer. 


Mr. Doyle in Ty! 


na acied exiromeiy we t 
i his skill cing, W ' 
‘Op the eur ai 


Ot Mr. Pritchard, I would 
oniy remark, with a smaii clter- 
ition. *O Fri chard. Priickhard, 


‘> 
W r tol V¢ 403 Pa? + 
tT 1, j 
’ these [ew excepticns, 
t Po ¢ } \ fr 
Www ft J A > aa 
' 
a 
\ s v 
per ; this evening, $ 
ial aDO s = Ul a 


: M. IRRIED, 


On “ue da vening last. by the 
rev. Mr. Mi cole ,Mr Willizm Ro- 
bins, to Mis Jane Fleeming, al} fthis 


ci‘ y- 


At Catskill, on the eighteenth inst 
by the rev Mr. Porter E.isha Can DP, 
Eq oiSacke 's .. rbour. '0 Miss So- 
phis Hae daughter of the ‘ar- Col. 
Georue Hale, ot the former pace. 


On Saturd.y evening last by 
rev Vr. Moore, M John ™. P 
of this city,to Mir. Jcrusha sip ers, 
of Mount Pleasarr. 

On (ue day evering, the gth of 
Avr by he rev. Mr Sprirg ‘¢r. 
Corurop.er .orley, to Mis Agnes 
Thompson. bo hi this ety 

Art Tov, na Tharsday evenin» by 
the Rev vir. Coc, John F, Seyeum, of 
this city merc ‘t. to Miss Eliza Lane, 
ofth  fermer piace, daughter of col. 
D> Lane. 

Tappan, oa Monday evening, the 
tits eme t Avr. tohe Brive, co 


Miss Cornelia Cia: k, ail ef that place 
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AS possing your window this morn- 


’ . 
aba ‘ ate Shy 


And bowing, expected, return of 
rood morrow ; 

Need I cll you, desr girl, 1 was 

greath 


By receiving a look ofboth anger 


amaz‘’d, 


and sorrow 


The choeest of blessings this world 
does contain, 
Is asmile from the girl whom I 
love and adore ; 
And the ecreatest of evils I have to 
complain, 
Is a frown from your eye, where a 
emile was beiore 
LODINUS3. 
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oun 
BANKS OF THE HUDSON. 

PPritte: by a gentieman on his way 

from New-York to Albany. 
WHAT delight on the HUDSON to 

stray 
While the fields and the meadows full 

biessem'd look gay 





Vhile the @un sinking down, hides 
his beams in the west, 

And the mild face of nature in beauty 
is drest ' : 

On the wings of the breezes, what 


= = — . } 7 
freshness and health ! 


How the springs of delight ime motion 





} are felt ! 

As perfumes and sweet odours dif. 

fuge from the "TOV Ss, 

And th ) 
their loves 


| In the siow winding current reflected 


birds in soft melody warble 


are scen, 
7 


The trees curtain’d with foliage and 


mant! d with green ; 

| Or its bottom with pebbles and sand ; 
silver’! o'er, 

‘ wa . 

| Where the stream, rently murmuring; 


y on tie shore. 

| Far extended around, by no limite 

confin’d 

| The rich harvest is spread out, and 
waves to the wind ; 

As tie husbandman home 

| walks to his rest, 

Joy beams from his eyes, and disports 

in his breast 

But a damp sinks my spirits and 


slowly 


deadens niy joy, q 
As the thought of Marta my fun- | 
cv employ . 7 


How can meadows delight, or the 
sonzs of the grove, 

While remote 
lonesome I rove ? 


Herpresence new life to the prospeeg 


Rac 


— 


RS 


trom MaRIa thus 


vould yield, 

And her beauties would brighten the 
bloom of the field ; 

Sweeter odours would breathe fro 
the pret 

} Through the air sweeter melody floz 


n flow’ry vale, 


in the gale. 
Like the rerion of bliss then all na- 





ture would smile, 
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And p.casures unmix’d, the fleet mo- 
mvnis beguiie ; 

For ever with her on these banks I 
could stray, ; 

And in rapture sce ages of time pass 
away. 

IRENE. 
—n + a 
For the Weekly Visitor 
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THE ACCIDENT. 


IN yonder corner sits the mother, | 
And at her feet, her little daughter, 
And by yon casement, stands the 
brother. 
And all their sides 
laughter. 


are shook with 


And why are they, all fill’d with glee 
And what can be the jovial matter ? 
Why nothing else but little Bice, 
In jumpiog—; fill in tub of water. 


Poor little pup ! to get thus sous’d ! 
Moan not, for ev’ry one has sorrow, 

Come follow me, and you'll get hous’d 
And all is o’er, before to-morrow. 


——t> ene 
For the Weekly Visitor. 


REBUS. 


I am invisible to corporeal eye 

No man can me dispose of, neither 
buy, 

I’m not my own, and yet I life pos- 
sess ; , 

m often fill’d with joy—Vet oft 
distress’d : 

And tho’ us said, not seen by corpo- 
real eye, 

Vet nought on all the exrth can satisfy 

For wiat’s the world to me, you now 
ean try, 





By these if you from ticm, my nme 
oan spy. JOH» 





Answer to the Rebus which appear. 
ed in the 23d Nuniber. 

Your eye will show you where you are, 

Your eye will show you, foul or fuir, 

Your eye will show, what others co, 

Your eye will show what you pursue, 

Hurt tt, and you’ll be in pain, 

The eye, 1 find, must be your name. 

JENNY. 


THE DOG AND THE ELBOW, 
A Metrical Tule ; or the 
DANGER OF EXPOSING TOO 
MUCH. 


As Tray one Cay stroll’d down the 
Street, 

Faticued and lean, and nought to eat ; 

And wishing ’twas his hap to find, 

A bone to gnaw of any kind. 

As by a splendid house he past, 

H's eyes he toward a window cast ; 


A piece of flesh, spied hanging out, 
W herexat he paused, rais’d his snout, 
‘Twas red in spois, in spots “twas 
blue. - 
Tray mark’d it with a curious eye, 
Then with a groan was heard to cry, 
That really it would not do. 
And long he gaz’d till hunger led him 
on, 
Poor meat tho’t he, is better sure than 
none. 
He siez’d it then ; but soon receiv’d 
fell blow 
And found, in hunger he mistook, 
And what he for a mutton Lone had 
took, 
W:s nothing but a modern fair 
belle’s elbow. 
Ye belles who strut along the strcet 
Or sit upon the window seat, | 
With elbows bare ond blue, 
By this sud tale, a warnmg take, 
Lest some like cur should you mistake 
And through inist: ke eat ou. 
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